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Apleafant Comedy of 

Tal. Of what qualitie is your loue then ? 

Ford. Ifaith fir, like a fairc hou/e let vpon 
Another mans foundation. ( me ? 

Fa/. And to what end haueyou vnfolded this to- 

F f- 9 fi^when I haue told you that 5 I told you 
Jror flie fir /lands Co pure in the firme /late (all: 

Of her hone/lie, that /he is too bright to be looked 
Again/! : Now could I come agalnft her 
With /omedete<5H6,I fiiould /ooner per/wade her 
From her marriage vow,and a hundred fuch nice 
Tearmes that Iheele Hand vpon. 

Fa/. Why would it apply well to theveruenfie 
ofyouraffe&ion, ,(ioyf 

That another Ihould pofleflewhat you would^n* 
Meethinks you prefcribe verie propofteroufly 
To your fjelfe. 

For. N-o fir, for by that meanes fiiould I be cer- 
taine of that which I now mifdoubt. 

Fd. Well Brooke, We fir/1 make b^ldwith your 
Next.giue me your hand.Lailly, you mall (mony, 
And you will,enioy Fords wife. 

For. O good fir. 

Fd. M. Brooke, I fay you /hall. 

Ford. Want no mony Syr lohti, you fhall want 

Fd. Want no Mi/leris Ford M. Brooke, (none. 
Y ou fliall want none. Euen as you came to me. 

Her fpokes mate,her go between parted from me : 

•I may tell you M. Brooke, l am to meet her 
Between 8 . and 9 . for at that time the Iealous 
Cuckally knaue her husband wil be from home, 
Come to me fbone at night, you fhall knowhow 
I /peed M. Brooke. 
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the merry tomes of tomdfor . 

Ford. Sir do you know Ford ? (him not 

Fd. Hang him poore cuckally knaue, I know 

And yet I wrong him to call him poorc.For they 
Say the cuckally knaue hath legions of angels, * 
For the which his wife feemes to me well fauored, 
And lie vfe her as the key of the cuckally knaucs 
Coffer, and there’s my randeuowes. 

Ford. Meethinkes fir it were very good that you 
Ford, thatyou might (hun him. (knew 

Fd. Hang him cuckally knaue, lie Hare him 
Out of his wits,Ile keepe him in awe 
With this my cudgell: It fhall hang like a meator 
Ore the wittolly knaues head,M . Brooke thou (halt 
Scg I will predominate ore the pealant. 

And thou fhalt lie with his wife. M.J Irooke 
Thou /halt know him for knaueand cuckold, 
Come to me /bone at night. 

Exit Fdjlaffe. 

Ford. What a damned epicurianis this? 

My wife hath fent for him,the plot is laid : 

Page is an Afle,a foole. A fecure A fie, 
lie looner tru/lan Irifhman with my 
Aquauita bottle, Sir Hu our parfbn with my cheefe, 
A theefe to walk my ambling gelding, the my wife 
With her felfe:tben(he plots, then file ruminates. 
And whatlhethinkes in her hart /he may effedy 
Shedebreake her hart but /lie will effe&it. 

God bepraifed,God be praifed for my iealoufie; 
Well Ilegoe preuent him, the time drawes on. 
Better an houre too foone, then a minit too late, 
Gods my life cuckoRcuckold. 

Exit Ford, 




